THE SECOND EVENING

comfortably nervous at what would be said next, created
a diversion.

" My god! " Nadegine shouted, holding his hands to
his eyes against the apparition. " I did not recognize
him. Ah, my dear Pirate, I am so glad you are here."
He shook him warmly by the hand. " What you do with
all your spies ? "

Then he patted and fingered the uniform. " Mais^
quel chu ! "

Waterlow began to think that he would have done
better to remain in obscurity,

" Come here, my dear Pirate," Nadegine continued;
and, slipping his arm in Waterlow's, he took him along
the hall to where they could see amid the throng upstairs
various figures in the uniform of the country.

" I think you will kidnap all the General Staff to-night,
hem ? I will make myself a black moustache and help
you, hein? But don't you know my French colleague?
Eh, eh^ mon general" he cried, beckoning to the French
Military Attache, " permettez-moi que je vous presents
mon ami le roi des montagnes"

The Frenchman bowed coldly to Waterlow, who
presently, after a general move upstairs, found himself
for a moment alone in the hall. He went over to
Scrutton.

" Is that the new under-porter ? "

" Yes, sir."

" Well, sack him to-morrow."

" Can he be trusted with the coats, sir ? " Scrutton
asked anxiously.

" Oh, I don't suppose he'll meddle with them. But
don't let him keep sneaking along to the Chancery."